
TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION.
The National Era is published every Thursday.on the following terms :

.Single copy, one year $2.00
Three copies, one year 5.00
Five copies, one year 8.00
]Vn copies, one year 15.00
Single copy, six months - - - - 1.00
T«*n copies, six months .... g.oo
\-.i>iHtary agents are entitled to retain 50

commission on each yearly, and 25 cents

t., ,i.i -aioii on each semi-yearly, subscriber,
(JCiu the rase of Clubs.
A < i» of live subscribers, at $8, will entitle

th ; i sou making it up to a copy for 6 months ;
< ib of ten, at $15, to a copy for one year.

V. a Club has been lorwaraea, additions

m>iv be made to it, on the same terms.

WASHINGTON. D. C.
[Copfrtihi itcuttt ttecurdinK to lata J

Fur the National Era

HERMAN;
OK,

YOUNG KNfGHTHOOD.
BY K. FOXTON,

Author of" Premier*."

CHAPTKR XXII.Concluded.

I ii.-v did so, and were .agreeably surprised,
3f:*r the display of bis peculiarities, wbieh he

i made before thetn, to find how much pro1.
tonal knowledge, shrewd sense, and practij!
s.i :vity, he had. If his mind was derjn.-el,it was certainly only on one side.

An-1" tk** sjrf'ciouena which we have had of his
niHiiii«r and conversation, it is hardly neces:».-ay that he was a persot»/»t" a oust evc-iU'.letemperament, and of much more sentiu.it and sensibility than clear and steady moral
iu-ltht. Too true-hearted to swim with the
tule, too fitful aud unstable to stem it, his life
I, el been spent like that of a v*iter-skip]Kr, in
iii.w jumping spasmodically a little way up the
stream, and then being borne passively a little
way down by it. Nature never meaut him for
a spiritual leader; but he was a most intelli«.-litand generous, and might, under ordinary
circumstances, have been a much happier, and

outwardly, at least, a better man.

ile spent much time from this day with Herman,interested apparently in himself as well
a- in his cause, aud attracted partly, perhaps,
bv finding in him both the frankness, fairness,
cmrage, and generosity, which he had, and the
calmness and elevation of mind, which he had
not. United by the free masonry of large and

patriotic hearts, they soon found themselves
discussing " sectional" matters aud things
more freely with each other than either could
have done w ith mauy of the citizens of his re-

M i-ctive State. In one of these conversations,
Herman eveu ventured at last to repeat to Mr.
Broadstono Sam Taliaferro's singular communicationin the wood. To his astonishment,
and almost horror, Mr. Broadstone rubbed his
working forehead, apparently as much with

perplexity as with anger, and at first made no

reply.
" Why!'' cried Herman, " Do you thiuk it

possible? Would such things be suffered, even
here?"
" * Suffered,' sir ?" cried he, springing up.

" I>u you know what you are talking about?
Do you take us for fiends, sir, 'even here?' If
such a thing was known, do you suppose that
devil's house wouldn't be pulled about histears,
'even here," just as quick as it would in Massachusetts?"

' 1 should think so, certainly."
Broad stone, mollified, sank down again into

hi seat and his cogitation, rubbing his forehead,and muttering slowly between the rubs.
"If'twas known.there's the rob. If'twas
true, who could know it? And who could
make it known? Xot you, not I; for we don't
know it, umji we can't afford lightly to run the
risk of painting even the devil blacker than he
is ; and if we should, 'twould only he taken for
Abolition slander. Not the actors in it, for
their own sake. He lives out of sight and
sound. It stems that, of the negroes even,
tin fellow was the sole spectator belonging to
the place; and probably he never dared to
speak of it until, in the excitement of your
common flight, he let it out to you. yid not
you think he lied ? "

" No. I was convinced, I mean, that lie was

sp'-akiiig from a very vivid impression left
upon his mind, but whether by fact or frenzy,
1 could not, from my brief acquaintance with
him, judge.''

' Well, continued Hroadstone, in the same

dejected, conjecturing tone, ** I don't know that
it makes so much difference, after all. I didn't
think that anybody was bold enough for that.
I won't say bad enough; for if our Father has
the heart of a father.such a heart as mine,
even, and lie knows I'm no model.He'd, beyondall reckoning, rather men would abuse and
insult Him.who can det'eud himself, and will,
when He gets ready.than hurt His helpless
children : and so I don't know that blasphemy\really any worse than cruelty?" He
paused for an answer : but Herman was posed
by the to him novel metaphysical or moral
question brought up, and had none to give.
" And o, as 1 was saying, I don't, after all,
now that it makes much difference whether

t'.- .St. DomiKitjue actually crucified one slave,
or merely got another one, by other barbariti">.into sncli a state of torture, terror, and
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of fun-ving such a thing. Would any marks
!>< I' li upon the skeleton that was taken up.
if it could l»e fpund ? "

" Probably not. Indeed, now that I've
shocked you and myself by repeating this story,
I'm s<u-r\ tliat I have done so, and half glad,
too. though; it sounds to me, by day light, so

utterly impossible."'
" liecause it's so atrocious ? Well; keep that

ctaiidard of judgment as a test while you can,
young man. It shows how little you know of
the devil, and is so far satisfactory, if no further.Some people, who know him better than
Vou do. or ever will, I hope, would tell you that,
H it isn't quite true of him, as we are told it is
of tiod, that ' with him all things are possible,'there s only a pretty narrow rim of things that
aren t possible with him. CJueer things come
to lawyers' ears, sooner or latter. St. Dominiquej not a native of this State, though, remember!"

" Nor e\-en a countryman of ours, I have been
glad to hear."
"No; nor long a resident, nor really well

known here; so much I'll say for my neighbors.lie can behave himself like a gentleman,Usually does so when he's on his guard, and
takes pains to make himself popular. Hefore
you, a New Englauder and an Abolitionist, he
wouldu t think it so necessary to mind his p'sand q's; because he knew that, if you tried to
get him into hot water, you'd only find yourselfover head and ears in it. The raw back and
pronged collar you saw, proved him no angel;,JUt in all that our equitable laws protect him
explicitly; and, virtually, in any other little eceeulr'i.-v:L i , .

.^.iuro nuiL'o ne may cnoose 10 pracuceout n! sight.or out of white sight. As to this
particular anecdote, I advise you never to repeatit again, for the credit of our country and
humanity. It true, it must have bean thedrunken bravado of some delirious orgy.onlyau unparalleled and frantic exception, even inhis e\ il life. \ ou'll never know the truth orfalsehood of it. It could be known only througha pr«>j>er legal investigation; and a proper legalinvestigation can't be had. It never can beknown by any one.unless, in some foreign hospital.may be.leagues away, or slave ship swelteriugalong the line, oue of the miscreants,*kv assisted, pants it out with his last breathiuto the ear of some priest, sworn to seeresy.until the day when these remote plantationsshall give up their dead, and their dead secrets ;nml then, depend upon it, strange stories willbe told.about others beside me, and by othershesidi-s poor bill! " concluded this uufortunateDsn, whose remorse seemed to underlie his
^ very other thought and feeling, aud to makebun regard, hate, and scorn himself, almost as* sort of iucarnation and representative of themiquitous system, which had so fatally overthrownhis peace and happiness on earth.lu spite of all the real kindness which, indie midst of his impetuosity, he showed to Her'nun,there was often something in his mannerAwards kiiu, which teuded to depress his young
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client, he could not at first tell why; it was not
unlike the compassionate gentleness of a physiciantowards a desperately sick patient. He
found out why, one of the first times he was left
alone with Mr. Broadstone; when he seized t>he
opportunity to ask him what he thought of his
case. He put the question with the mild gravityof an invalid, who would gladly live, but is
prepared to die; not that he thought, however,
of the possibility of the loss of life, but of life's
better half, liberty.

Mr. Broadstone started, looked at him, paused
in his walk, and then came up to him, aud took
a seat by his side. " My son," said he, in* a low
tone." you'll excuse my calling you so; for 1
have a poor boy who must he about your age,
and might have been uiofe like you, if he'd
been brought up where you were. You surprise
me. Tell me exactly what you meant.''

" 1 meant," said Herman, coloring with the
cfi'ort, " to ask bow good a chance you thought
there was of uoy acquittal?" A very darU
shadow came over Broadst&ne's face, like the
shadow of coming Fate. The poor young n*au
saw it, and was" sufficiently answered ;
turuiug very pale, he urge#, " They can have
scarcely any satisfactory evidence agaiust me.
scarcely any evidence at all, except, perhaps,
that of St. Dominique's driver ; and he is a

black. They cannot legally receive his testimony."
" They cannot receive it in court; nor can

they, according to man's law, act upon it; but
man's law does less thau nothing in such a

case as this to keep it from acting upon them.
That blackguard.good, appropriate, generic
term for us slaveholders, by the way, ha, ha 1.
St. Dominique, was in this town this evening,
He was giving a treat in the public square as

I rode by, and set his negro up on a stump,
and made him take turns with himself making
speeches. I stopped and heard one of them,
'l'was getting so dark he didn't notice me. He
had taught the fellow his lesson ; and he recitedit trippingly enough.an account of the
whole affair, but of your first visit to Sam, principally.I must say it dids t tally remarkably,
with that you gave me.nq plagiarism there.
perfectly original. Great Jupiter, sir, if we

could have that sooty liar into court for crossexamiuation,I would in five minutes take the
curl out of his very wool. But there it is ; St.
Dominique was telling them from time to time
that he was a pious negro, whose word they
might take as soon as his own ; and they were

swallowing it all for gospel. From that audienceyour jurymen will probably be taken ;
and if not, from persons who have communicatedwith it. I shall do my best to have your
term the shortest possible; but pray God, my
poor boy, you may be sentenced to imprisou

» :» 11 .:,i u. . .»;n 1
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toue, "you must hold yourself prepared to renderup your soul to Him through the hands of
a mob! You are man enough to face the
worst; and therefore you have a right to know
it; and therefore I tell it you. If 1 could have
supposed you in ignorance of it, I would have
told you before, and given you a little more

time to make up your mind. Life looks bright
at your age ; but those don't suffer the most, I
believe, who part with it earliest; aud a brave
man holds it in his hands, at all times."
He spoke with a kind of feeling firmness unusualin him. Herman pressed his hand gratefully,walked to the grated window, stood gazingwistfully out into the darkening night a

few moments, returned, and said no more upon
the subject.
He spent the afternoon of the day before his

trial in writing long letters to Constance and
Clara; aud in this occupation his brother,
stealthily glanciug at him over his newspaper,
could see that, from time to time, he was a good
i1*>h1 moved. This over. however,he was so collectedand cheerful in conversation Uirougl Awevening,aud seemed so well content that at

any rate, their suspense was so soon to be at
au end,- that Edward could uot believe he
shared his own agouiziug apprehensions of violenceon the morrow. He was surprised and
unable to account for it, when, on parting with
hiin for the night, Herman, as if by a sudden
and uncontrollable impulse, threw his arms

around his neck and kissed him.
CHAPTKR XXIII.

* The Knight's Trial.
" He halh resisted law.

And therefore law shall acorn linn further trill
Than the reverity of public power ".SKikiftare.
The trial came on. The jurors were chosen.

Eleven of them, under oath, confessed themselvesprejudiced, but thought, notwithstanding,
that they could decide according to evidence.
They were challenged ; but the objection to
them was set aside because, as it was forcibly
argued, other people were prejudiced, too. In
a shed, not far from the court-house, twenty

' « » » * * J A.
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men, Willi uiaCKea races, ropes, anu materials

for putting up an impromptu gallow3, awaited
the result of the process.

Edward stood at Herman's side. Mr. Broadstone,in his cout-oj'-arnte, had ridden over on a

hired horse.his own having been found mysteriouslylamed in his stall.and interposed
every possible obstacle at every stage of the
proceedings. From time to time, the spectators
hissed him; and he foamed at the mouth. Tobaccoand its consequences abounded. The
jostling crowd, of the species that most doth
congregate at a horse race or a cock fight,
eddied to and fro, and alternately pushed and
fought for places nearest to the noble young
tonus in the dock; as the Roman vutyus used
to do, no doubt, some centuries ago, for posts of
observation nearest to the edge of the arena,
when certain eccentric religionists, patricians,
and others, were about to be thrown to wild
beasts. (What is the precise difference betweenthese uChristians and those Pagans?")

Messrs. Broadstone and Hartgon, opposing
counsels, pitted against each other successively
all the heroes of antiquity whom they could
catch in their memories. Mr. Hartgon's chief
dependence was upon Leonidas.Herman beingviewed in the light of au invading Persian,
coming with an army at his heels to take away
the rights and liberties of bondage. (Woe to
those whose " rights " are but wrongs against
their fellows.) Mr. Broadstone's, upon Aristides.becausehe was fond of justice, and that
was what Herman wanted. " The public,"
meanwhile, officiated as a Greek chorus. They
cheered Leonidas uproariously ; but Aristides
found little favor with them.

Having first in a manner exhausted literatureand elouuenee. the Iecal gentlemen next
proceeded to law and logic. 1 hey had paired,
off upon the facts immediately connected with
Herman's capture. Noble had vanished, leavingword with old Juby, that he was going to
oue of the free States, to try to learn an honesttrade, and be an honest man. In the absenceof his evidence, the lawyers had there-
fore made this compromise: Hartgon agreed
not to accuse Herman of shooting the slave-
catcher, on condition that Broadstone should
not put to the jury the improbability of a slavestealer'starrying in the very jaws of danger, to
nurse a slave-catcher.

However, Mr. Broadstone proved conclusively,to his clients and himself, that there was no

existing statute under which Herman could be
legally convicted, " upou such evidence, or,
rather, utter absence of evidence, as the case

presented ; and that, if such statute was wanted
tor the preservation of their property, he should
recommend first trying a little more corn-cake
and a little less cow-nide.[as he made this
suggestion, he chanced to catch the cold sardoniceye of Squire St. Dominique, shook his
fist at him by an involuntary variation of his
violent and incessant gesticulation, and was

called to order by the judge ;] they must wait
for the next Legislature to pass it, and in the
mean time, of course, discharge the prisoner."
But it was ruled by the court, Sharper, J., on

the bench, that " it could make no manner of
difference to the criminal, if he be convicted,
whether the statute according to which he be
convicted was madfe after his sentence or before."

Mr. Hartgon then demonstrated, to the perfectsatisfaction of the majority present, that,
" as to anybody's treatment of his servants, that
was nobody's business. 1 A merciful man was

merciful to his beast,' as we learned from a

Book which we could none of us peruse too

!
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freouentlv.* Now. it was notoriously manifest
that it was as much for the interests of the
owner to treat his negrio well as his ox ; and
self-evident that slaves were almost universally
kindly used, and happier far than their masters.
[Disinterested fellows ! Why don't they make
them change places ?] In those rare and ex

ceptional cases where tbey were not so, it was

palpably merely because severity had been
rendered imperative by he gratuitous interferenceof the abolitionists to prevent said severity; wherefore humauitj to the slave peremptorilyenjoined severity towards the abolitionist.

" Doubtful cases left undecided by the letter
of the law, it was obligatory to decide by the
spirit of the law. Now, larceny was an indictableoffence. Sheep were property. If a man,
by exhibiting salt to so much as a tottling
lambkin, lured him away from the fostering
shelter of his master's fold, he was guilty of a

larceny, and puuishable accordingly. Negroes
were property.very similar, indeed, to sheep,
in regard to their wool, though less so in respect
of their innocence, (yet perhaps more resemblinghogs with regftrd to their habits and ap
petiies,) and.though slow and sluggish, too W&'
uuently.partly, no doubt, in consequence of
the too lavish feeding which they enjoyed among
us.not inappropriately to be compared to the
fleet coursers of the race, by reason of their
market value. Just as an individual, by extendingthe teintitinir -mline nurtieles in the sillv
.sheep, anil enticing him away from his lawful
protectors to misery, want, or death, stole said
sheep, so had the individual before them, shrinkingbefore the universal eye of public condemnationriveted upon his unblushing front.by
holding out to the silly slave the delusive prospectsof the freedom for which he was most utterlyunfit, stolen said slave from the patriarchal
and paternal sway of his venerable master; and
the latter offence exceeded the former in its
heinousness, even as far as the value of even a

bondman exceeded the value of a sheep.
"Nay, the offence was one whose heinousness

was a theme for feeling rather than for argument.The moral sense of man.man in a

state of nature, noble, chivalrous, unperverted
by fanatical sophistry or the malignity of sectionalprejudice.branded it with one harmoniousvoice as a crime of a deeper and darker
dye than any mere material theft! It was the
theft of a soul.from the slave's master in this
world, from the slave himself in the other! For
the sake or the hope of a little delusive transitoryearthly bliss, the besotted wretch was in-'
duced to fling from him forever the heavenly
glory of those faithftil servants who.like many,
1 trust, whom I see around me to day.obey the
blessed Apostle, who declared, ' Servants, obey
your masters.' For a like offence, laid under
the ban alike of all the more enlightened States
and citizens ofour Confederacy, had Dillingham
perished in his unrepentant sins in the penitentiaryof Tennessee. For a like offence had
the felonious hand of Jonathan Walker smoked
and sputtered under the branding-iron of Florida,laid on by a marshal of these United States,
a patriotic, loyal son of Maine. For a like offencehad Thompson, Work, and Burr, languishedin the prison of Missouri, and Sayers
and Drayton for years in the jail of Washington,
under the shadow of the national aegis, until the
latter came forth only to drag a wretched existnn no mul f a rltn V»rr Ino Aorn Iv n nil nt'oru'li ol ?n otl

by a guilt too heavy for a weak intellect to bear,
accursed of God and man !

" As for the evidence which had been offered,[that of St. Dominique, and Noble's two
compeers, given discreetly enough under the
sharp eye and ear of Broadstone,] he was free
to leave it without one glozing word to the candidconsideration of the enlightened jury. It
mattered little how the prisouer had accomplishedhis evil purpose, for an evil purpose cau
t odv«fct w -vll iidirum. nl'f the simplest Acta?
For the credit of the humanity which he disgraced,we would hope that he had not endeavored.asfrom the artless but too tardy
statements of a servant, whose incorruptible
fidelity had yet suffered him to suppress his
account of the interview until too late, from a

sentiment of weak and mistaken tenderness for
his fellow, there was too much cause to fear
that he had to incite the miserable but coward
ly fugitive to compass his design through conflagrationand murder. It was to be regretted,
that while our law.from a kiud consideration
for the natural feelings of slaves, analogous to
that which excuses wives from giving testimony
against their husbands.refuses to receive their
testimony against their masters, it did not consentto receive their testimony on behalf of
their masters. It was to be hoped that our
code might be perfected by an amendment in
this regard. But in the mean while, after all.
whether the criminal had indeed poured his
evil suggestions forth in a full free flood, as

great as his baseness; or dropped a few insidioushints as covert as his crime; or only, in a

silence deep as his perfidy and dark as his
doom, had, with sinister glances riveted askance,
malignly pointed to the fell north star
what mattered it how he did the deed, so that
the deed was done? If for any reason, what
soever, conclusive to their own minds, the jury
were satisfied that he was guilty, they would of
course find accordingly, unbiassed by any of
the artful sophisms of the opposiug counsel.
Routine and technicality were innocuous in
their place; but they must never be suffered to
interfere with the execution of justice, or we

would have anarchy at once."
Mr. Broadstone arose from his seat, like a

roasted chestnut from a hot stove, in a patriotic
passion, and desired to know " whether loyalty
to the Union, ami trood fellowship, and hosui-
tality between the States, were flown, if a

countryman and a stranger couldn't travel
among us, and ask a gentleman to sell him a

slave that he had a fancy for, for any private
reason, and offer to pay a good round price for
him, too, fairly and honestly, as a gentleman
should, and then go to look at him by his master'spermission, and perhaps even speak a kind
word to the poor, smarting, beaten wretch, in his
iron collar.though, as to that, there wasn't a

penumbra of legal evidence of the prisoner's
having done so.and then go about his businessin a quiet, gentlemanly way, without being
exposed to all sorts of ignominy, to being taken
up and sentenced without law to nobody knew
what, and all on the circumstantial evidence of
an abused servant's running away between two

floggings, and the word of a sooty black liar of
of driver, who had to make up some sort of an
acceptable story in order to get his ' venerable
master' not to crucify him for not keeping a

better look-out."
St. Dominique took a pinch of snuff, with

apparent relish.
Mr. Hartgon rejoined, amid much applause

and merriment, that, " as to inter-State relations,if the slave States lost a nigger, and the
free States an Abolitionist, ' held to labor and
nori-inp.' he reckoned the loss and pain of both
would be about mutual;" and that, " as to
domestic discipline,

4 Folks that live in houses of glairs*,
Better not throw stones at they who pairss.'

His opponent was popularly reported to have a

crazy yellow girl In his residence. He would
just like to propound the en-quiry, what caused
her hallucination?"

Broadstone writhed, and the perspiration
started on his furrowed forehead ; but he made
110 answer. The crowd laughed again, and so

did the judge. As in duty bound, however, he
impartially reprimanded all parties, and then
charged the jury, who went out.

Almost immediately, with only so much delayas was required to inform the mind of the
unprejudiced twelfth, who was doubtful.having
just come over the border from a little public
business in Kansas, and having been sleeping
off the fatigues of his journey during the greater
part of the triftl.-they returned, and announ

Query : did thfr lea-ned coun-el mean that the Book
refrrred to was ope which we did none of in, then and
there, peruse too fa queitlly, or ' which we [more literallyJ eould not," mnsi of as, irom the fact of our never havinglearned bow? Tbr latter interpretation would seem
11 oe confirmed by the fbl owing statistics.1 am sorry that
1 have not at hand the mean* of making them fuller.of
the comparative cultivation of letters, in our enslaved and
our free Staes: In ls4<», the proportion of free white inhabitantswho could not read, to those who eould, wag
o: New Hampshire, as 1 frac'iott of a person to 3011; Con

erticul,I to 500: JSoui Oaro ina ana Georgia about a>
t to 13; North C noliti*, 1 person and a fraction to 9.
Set 44 Papers on the Slave Power.'
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ced their verdict." Guilty," and sentence was

pronounced, " Five years in the penitentiary."
Edward started, and clenchea his fist, not

knowing what he did, but feeling strong enough
and wild enough at the instant to knock down
everybody and everything, and carry Herman
otf, in spite of them all; but before he had betrayedhimself, Herman had caught his haad
in his own death-like fingers, turned upon him
a countenance as solemnly bright as that of
the young St. Stephen, and murmured, almost
imploringly, with his dry lips cleaving to his
teeth, '' Let us only think how much w<#pe it
might have been ! " In his high yet fluttwhig
young heart he felt what he did not say, " How
much worse it may be yet, if not for me, still
for you, and for all who love me 1"

[to be continued.)
For the National Era.

"VIOLET S P_L U C K E D
[CO.VCI.0DED.]

" December MtJi..Why is it that ther#,.#"^
Kj many rainy SiuMkkya? Ia k»-at> L hu ^ >

pie of lucus d non that the day has inherit#*
its name ? Whether is it a fact that more

rain falls on Sundays than on other days of the
week, or do we come by the impression by beingmore observant on the Sabbath, both becauseit is set apart, and ourselves less preoccupiedby business ? I once heard a preacher
claim it as an established fact, and assert that
it was very properly ordained, to operate as a

check upon the tendency in man and woman

to vain display of finery upon that day. But it
will not do for us to permit the doctrine of
special Providences to become so minutely
comprehensive. * * * It is a great bore,
anyhow.

" I heard Bishop W preach, this morning.He is a great man, but a greater bigot.
He argues that the priestly office is hereditarilysacred; his Clergy have the succession; all
others are perveuts or irregulars, and, as these
have seen fit to dispense with the Levitical impositionof hands, they are, by virtue of the argument,children of Korah. It is quite singularthat the earth does not open and swallow
them up. This is all that is needed to confirm
the bishop's dogma."

" December \§th..* * * Away with these
sad reflections ; they have no pertinence in my
case. I am dealing with the it is, and,

" 1 One crowded hour of glorious life
Is worih an age without a name.'

Tennyson's 4 fifty years of Europe ' compressed
into a week. 1 live a rounded life of hopes and

joys, a life of rosy dream, which some art-magic
has hidden become real; like a sun-picture,
caught at the culmination of its evanescent

beauty, and made permanent. Oh, let us hope
that these be not fading dolphin-hues, but the
eternal brilliance of gold and of lapis lazuli I''

" December 22d..Too much joy ! It disturbsmy equanimity.flings me out of my circle.My soul lives a poem, and my body cannotkeep pace. N'importe. It is all to-day,
and, to-day is enough. When we are at the
centre, we no longer aspire. * * * I think
she begins to know me, and is awakeniug to

what 1 am. The next step is a consciousness
of what I need, and then the sense of a

similar need on her part. Clic, clac, petit postilion! aiio/is, vile* i *iU I"' w
*

" December 25th..Cristmas day :
u 1 Lo! now la come our jayfulM feast!

Let every ina be jolly,'
says George Withers ; and if any should ask the
reason why, I can answer him from parson
Herrick's Hesperides :

" ' The darling of the world ha* come,
And fil it is we find a roome
To welcome him. The noblest part
Of all the iiou*e, here ia the heart.'

I was present at a very delightful family reunjion to-day, with a grand old Christmas dinner,
whereat ' caput apri deferebant,' after the gen;ial old English more majorum. How pleasant
these family meetings are, and how, when the
good fare has smoothed the crumples and
wrinkles out of our souls, we find a thousand
good traits in every one that we did not guess
of erst. Ah, there is a wondrous healing virtuehidden aneath the crisp brown of a Christmasturkey ! we had plenty of merry chat, and
there was room for enjoyment, but ' my heart
was over the borders,' and my thoughts roamed
widely in quest of it. Mea culpa ! I have given
this love too much power over me, and it is like
» colt who feels the reins slacken, and the traces
become loose."

" December 2[)th..' Si noil caste, caute tauten'.beware! "

Aii entry very brief, my friend, but not the
less terribly significant. I have never beeil a
hard drinker, nor was I ever fond of " froliekiug,"so called, but I had never practiced total
abstinence, and would occasionally find much
merit in a glass or two with a friend. The
season, my own exuberance of soul, and the
chance encountering of some friends, brought
about the occasion for the above penitent admission.I cannot describe to you how much
I hated to be drinking with those fellows, when
my thoughts were all of Joscian, pure, innocentJoseiau, whom I wished to deserve, as
well as to win. Hence, perhaps, I drank the
deeper, in order to banish the fair image. I
could not not take my saint into the bar-room
with me. Ah, Qod! had these thoughts but
prevailed! But there was no restraint upon
me, no oue to take account of my goings out
and my comings in, no oue to whom 1 owed
the dtdy of circumspectness j and, for a young
man so full of the joy of youth and the juice
of life, the temptation was very strong indeed.
So, I condemn less than I deplore.

" January 1st of the new year, and I am able
trt wrifp mvaaii' rlnu/n onnramolr Kannv

, . ........ v » "»>
this morning, defiant of the bitter weather, and
of the iced aurd perilous pavements, I paid Miss
J. E. the visit required by courtesy, but still
more imperatively demanded by the exigencies
of my own heart. Ergo, reddimux laudes tibi,
O Sagittipotens! I had quite a fall in the
lane, bruising my shoulder. But there was
salve for my hurts, for my princess is a cunningerleech than was even Tristan's fair Yseult.
Calls were few and far betweeu, and I had the
field comparatively to myself. What then? It
was more than a formal call, more than a mere
ceremonial visit, in which to pass compliments
and sip a glass of wine. What spirit there is
in this little Joscian, spirit I never guessed
before ; and then, what a rare starlight gleams
in her smile! And I know that it will come to

pass as I droam.the thought I have sought to
inspire is struggling into birth in her soul, and
already she is beginning, like Qretchen, to
pluck singly the leaves from the flower, and
murmur me simpie ruyme. oio need to mase
tb« trial, Joscian, for 1 love thee, I love thee!
Let the muezzin proclaim it from hid minaret,
so that the words may reach her ears, aud fill
her with faith to answer as I wish 1 * * *

As she handed me a glass of wine, with the
prettiest injunction about driidcing her health,
our fingers chanced to touch, as leaves touch
when the breeze stirs them, aud I know she felt
part of the same thrill that made my soul musical,
for she blushed, and would not meet my eye.
And here, befone me now, is the present she
promised me, the work of her fair hands. I
thought she uudertook it but in jest; yet here
it is, palpable before me. Oh my mistress!
thou must then have thought of me often, for
here is the labor of days, and thou couldst
not have accomplished it, without occasionally
dwelling upon its intended possessor. My
jewel! my pearl of price !

" Oh, let to-day be to me ever golden; marked
with a white stone in the vase of happiness, set
apart from contact with its ignoble fellows,
consecrated, auoiuted, wreath-crowned with
roses, and dripping with new wine I And be
it known as the ordained law of life, that when

1 :
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Benedict finds Beatrice, he is then no longerBenedict."
January 2d..Fun and frolic, no pen to paper,nor line read. How can I ? For is it not

Carnival, and was there ever so joyous a
maso net as I ? "

" January Uh..I am become a very colt iu
thoughts, but I do not suffer my face to bear
witness to the wild joyance of my inner life,
That is far too sacred to be paraded. Mr.
T 's long-expected course of lectures are at
last announced, and Joacian Estinere is to at\tend them with me. Oh, author, thou hast giveudelight to many, bpt where is one that will

»u. i "J <i
tuoua mcc ».i i uu i moreover.joys come not
singly.I am chosen to inaugurate her album
witn my delicatest verses, which, she complimentsme by saving, she l»as read, and likes. 1
am glad to see how well our tastes agree, (consummateimpudence, that!) but how knew she
that i wrote ? 1 never told her ofmy having publishedanything. 8o, so, so. Ah, how soft and
warm is her little hand, as it rests in mine at
rtM^rtiug ! Aud her cheeks were made for kiss-howlong shall I .have to deny myself?Xflt de*»<%ith Ariatofthaiie« and i «*>» <'»

fai haben ! What hare the ' Old Comedy '

or German paradigms to do with my life's presentglow! Oh for Jove's golden shower, that I
might lavish it upon my lovet Why not? Antoinettewore golden powder in her hair, and
here is a queenlier than Antoinette."

" January 1th..Aeh Gott! If it continues
much longer, I shall begin to think poetry, and
to speak il rimprovisateur. The snow has fallen
heavily, the roads and lanes are crisp and white,
and the keen air, the clear blue heaven, and
the lusty Boreas, fill one full ofjoy and gladness.
Other fund of joy I have, inexhaustible, perennial!
"For she is mine! Her soul goes forth to

meet mine, aud they commune together under8taiidingly.This I know, though we have
spoken no word of it. Klse why so exults my
soul, as did Jacob's of old, w hen, going down
to Kgypt, he fell upon his son's neck, and kissed
him? She is miue, she is mine, and who knows
her worth so well as 1 do? Oh, dear Heaven.
bow have I deserved all your so many smiles 1
"This afternoon, 1 bad Joscian go sleighing

with me. Wrapped in multiple robes, she nestledinto her seat in the dainty cutter by my
side, her hand upon my arm.so close to me
that I could feel her heart jump when the
horses started with a bound, and dashed along
the glitteriug road. Oh, how glorious it was !
My soul was more musical than the bells, my
heart throbbed, and my thoughts tied faster than
the rapid-moving horses. She seemed mine,
so close to me was she, 80 merry, so laughing,
so trustful. That confidence touched me more

nearly than all else, for I knew that we only
trust those whom we love. As we drove on, the
horses became frightened at something in the
road, and begau to prance and curvet; then her
arm crept in upon mine, and closely clasped
it; so, I thought, Juliet at the window would
have detained her Romeo, clasping him about
the neck.

" ' Do not be alarmed,' said I, ' there is no

danger.'
" ' I am not afraid now,1 she murmured, with

unconscious emphasis.'
" When the horses were finally quieted, I

silently took one of those little hands iu mine,
under the robe, without looking at her, and
there it rested content, like a dove in her nest.
We said nothing.it was not the place, nor was
there any need to speak then. Each of us, perhaps,breathed heavier then, in our silence.
After a while, 1 turned the horses, and drove
homeward, happy beyond utterance. As I
helped her from the sleigh, and held her hand
iu mine a moment in the doorway, we looked
into each other's eyes, and she did not now
shrink from mv.gaze, but auswered the ques

. » v<.a > v ... i.
n'/ii . a oaiu nci cvca. i **o, uii iu\ sum J

Then I kissed the hand in mine, felt it gently
return the pressure of mine, and, bowing, went
off.happy, happy, happy !

u To morrow <"'***

My dear friend, there are tear-stains uponwhat I have just copied for you, the last pageof my journal. The last page, and the last entryin it, save, under date of February 2titk, a

single line: " The fault was mine.mine be
the punishment!" Ay, the fault teas mine, and
the punishment has been mine, heavily, heavily
mine; death had not fallen near so insufferably
heavy, I think.
That to-morrow, with its so blissful promises,

never came.or, rather, it came, but its promiseswere
" I.ike IVnd kt-H t'ruit* llial tempt the eye,Hut turn to astir* oil the lip*."

That morrow was the day appointed for the
opening lecture of Mr. T 's course. I had engagedto call for Joscian at an early hour, for a

large audience was expected. Going into one
of the hotels that day, about noon, in search of
a friend, 1 was seized upon by a dozen of myold college acquaintances, who, being on their
way to resume the duties of the session, were
of course ripe for a frolic. They would take no

excuse, they were strangers in the city, could
not find any place, and I must go with them.
I was under obligations to many of them for
kindnesses shown, and it would seem rather
cavalier treatment to give them the go-by; so,
mentally resolving to be careful, I reluctantly
joined the party. Billiards and Bourbon whisky
were plentifully indulged in until dinner time,
and then I had to dine with them, and make
pretence of drinking my share of the bad champagneordered.

Atler dinner, they were all more or less intoxicated,and insisted on having me with them
still, promising to release me in time to keep
my engagement. Blind fool! The miserable
affair came to an end. One of the party, drunk,
became quarrelsome, got into a dispute with a

rowdy, and a general fracas ensued. I did what
I could to restore quiet and protect my friends,
but hot blood and hotter whisky brought about
the usual catastrophe. Glasses and bottles
were thrown, weapons drawn and used, and a
ball reached me, penetrated mv hip, and I fell

4l- n _a.: i vi i »
uii me uuur, miming hiiu uieeuiiigy witn a
wound that every one thought mortal!
80 it ended. I would have been far better

satisfied, had that ball pronounced Sic Transit
for me, as it did for my hopes, but it was not to
be; and so I sit here, the sepulchre of fairest
and brightest promises, self-inscribed : Vixi.
When, nearly two months afterwards, the

fever from my wound had left me, and I was

again myself, though nearly mad with the agony
01 shame, my first care was to address a letter
of apology and explanation to Miss Estmere.
There was no answer. You can guess iny feelings,dev sir. The whole of the disgraceful
affair had been reported in the newspapers, set
forth with prurient minuteness in all its glaring
enormity, and not one of those men had had the
courage or the manliness to explain my true relationswith the occurrence. They might have failed
through thoughtlessness, or fright, or selfishness,why it was I know not, but they did fail
to set me right, and I, as the only one known
to our citizens, and the chief sufferer, had to
stand iu the pillory of public opinion, as the

r1.j..,i 1
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Personally I could offer no explanations, for 1
was raving in the delirium of wound-fever, and
my frieuds did not not venture to explain, lest
by misrepresentation they should make the matterworse. This I learned now when consciousnesscame back, and, heartsick, I could well
understand why ray passionate letter was not
answered. She had read these things.she who,
so pure herself, must have fancied me like her,
must have conceived me as moving in a similar
sphere.she had read these accouuts, and, I
was judged.
A morbid sensitiveness has always been my

chief moral weakness. Nothing so depresses
me, cows me, takes away from me all spirit and
energy, as the idea of having offended against
the rules of decorum. I have always, unfortunately,in my connection with society, regarded
less the intrinsic deed than " what people
say about it." On dit has been my haunting
spectre, my unsaleable homunculus. Si non
caste, caute tamen, and to think that this
rule of my life should have so signally failed
at this moment when so much depended;
to think of myself thus branded in public as a

drunken rioter, a bully, aud the frequenter of
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vile " kens " and dance-honsea ; oh, my friend,it was hard, very hard indeed I
Excepting that letter, I made no effort to defendmyself. I did not dare write again, I did

not dare Beck an interview with Miss Estmere.
Oh, had I but dared 1 but the blow was too
prostrating, it robbed me at once of mental
energy and moral courage. I could not ventureto bring my so loathed self into the presenceof her I idolized. To crown all, the verv
first day that I ventured out, and, pale, haggard,feeble, leaning on a friend's arm, dragged mytottering limbs along in search of the fresh air
for which 1 languished, I met Joscian Estmere,
and she passed me without tho faintest sign of
recognition. Undoubtedly, then, it was all
over. The vase whose Drecious content* bad
once touched my lips was now irrevocablydashed to pieces, and its nectar spilled. What
more then was to do? I had sacrificed mylast kid upon the altar, but the deity deignea
me no rewarding oracle. Dumb were the
' voices prophetic," savo with an eternally it
crated- laaciale ogni spemnza. After that 1 was
mad, or, as my friends were pleased to call it,
" rt-eltlees." 1 gave Myself up to dissipation.ij*fd was rapidly "going to the dogs," as the
phrase is, when my dearest friend.God bless
him 1.came to the rescue, and spared me that
base exit.

lie made me accompany him to Europe, andencouraged me to endeavor, by study aud travel,to purchase forgetfulness. But there was no
Lethe water for me to quaff. We may forget
our griefs, we may outgrow our loves, but we
cannot extirpate the strumous taiut of shame.
I was a careful enough observer, and I studied
faithfully. Outwardly the promise was fair
enough, but in my veins, hot and piercing, like
the stab of the cholera-fiend, hissed the Dragon's
blood 1 had drunken. The end of that state,
*1 knew well enough, was inevitable madness,and though I might repeatedly beat it off,
tightiug manfully enough against it, I was

sadly sensible that it would eventually conquer,for 1 could feel its gradual but sure approach,hear its footfalls drawing nearer, as the condemnedprisoner, deep down in his cold duugoou,catches the echoing sound of the executioner'ssteps, the harsh clang of the axe against
the walls, and the rustling of the priest's robe,
coming nearer, nearer, nearer.

I have to thank Josciau Estmere that the
bitter shaft thus sharpened and aimed was not
finally launched. You remember that passagein Miss Broute's novel, where Jane Eyre is representedas going out into the sight, aud then
and there hearing Rochester summoning her
to his side, and now she obeys it, with a religiousfaith in the reality of this summons, as
not a subjective impression, but an objective
fact ? There is more in that than fancy, more
thau a mere spark of imagination struck otf in
the fever of composition. Call it what you will,
demoniacal, or spiritual, or sympathetic: it is
true, deeply and solemnly true, aud I believe
the day is not very far distant when such things
will be demonstrably true.

I was in Southern Tyrol; it was the sunny side
of the mountains, and down below me there was

Italy. Already the grapes grew on great trellised
vines, as if the rich, ripe sun lent them so much
of his exuberant strength, that they did not
need to be pruned. It was high noon. I had
walked siuce early morning, and now I needed
rest. I seated myself by the roadside, a fountainat my elbow, murmuring, as Ramler Las
made it, about u doing good in silence." The
breeze, hinting of vineyards and olive groves,
came up from the valleys; across the way was a

tall image of Madonna, fixed in a niche, and
with flowers at her feet, and above these God's
HI tin clru Sin I rootorl fi pcf o afnti f TVi.n a

aut came along, bowed to the image, spoke to
me kindly, and went on. And all the time the
bees were humming about me, among the bios
soms that hung over toy head. T&en came a

dainty little Tyrolienne, with the brightest rosy
cheeks, and many-plaited black hair done up in
ribbons. She bent a knee before the shnne,
made me a shy courtesy, and passed on down
into the valley, chirruping just such a heart
stirring song as Pippa sings beneath the sculp
tor's window in Robert Browning's drama:

"Give her hui«xeu*e 10 love you."
Then, as I sat there, suffering ray expectantthoughts to wander towards the fair land I was

entering, for the lirst time, not thinking of her.
then, I say, Joscian Estraere called nie. You
have heard the clear note of the plover, quiver
ing afar off, yet seeming near you, as he bewails
the lost sun on an April evening; that note »c

shrill, so plaintive, and waking in your breasl
such a sense of sidness and of yearning? Sc
the voice of Joscian Estmere came to my ears,

calling me. I pretend not to have distinguished
words ; it was but a tone, but it was meant foi
me; it implied a summons, and signified sht
had imperative need of me. So it was: I can
not explain it; reason but confutes me.so il
was, and I had faith. I did not hesitate. Pluck
ing one Italian flower from Madonna's vase, 1
thrust it into my note-book, and then, half in
awe, half in joy, I turned my back upon the
sunny land, obeying the summons.

In less than a month I was by the side ol
Joscian Estmere.in my place.

" I knew you would come," said she, with a

quiet smile of content; then, as she held my
hand in hers, she gazed in my face a moment,
and murmured: " How well you look.so brown,
and stout, and man-like."
No wonder the contrast struck her, for her

hand was but a feather-touch now, thin and
diaphanous. Seeing how sadly I eazed at it,
she smiled, as she pointed to the dry flush on

i. -1 i. i .:,i
eacil CUtTK, aim nam .

u If 1 aw an invalid, I have not loit all my
color yet."

Then, as she let her hand drop again upon
mine, she said :

" 1 aw sorry that you did not come sooner,
Ned."

u Oh, .loscian I " And on rav knees bofore
her, like a sinner, whose stiff joints have the
first time bent in agony and supplication, I
poured out to her all my love, my shame, my
madness, my despair. She listened quietly,
letting drop that hand upon my head, with a

gently measured movement, as if she kept time
to some heaven's music, audible only to her
spiritualized senses; and then, wheu I had finished,and still bent before her, her arm crept
softly about my neck, drew me to her breast
softly, and she murmured :

"I know, Ned, I know. I have been dreamingit all out siuce I have been unwell, just as

you have told me; that is why I so longed to
see you ; and oh, my darling, that is why I wishedyou had come sooner; for then, Ned, I do
not think 1 would have become so thin and
weak."

Thin anil weak I Oh, had that bullet been
but better aimed 1 Would no vrctiru do but
this ? So blind 1 Why had I not guessed this?
The letter had not reached her, she did not see
me on the street, well-meaning friends of hers
and my own blind folly had done the rest. Oh,
thou Sorrow-Crowned, why had I not thought of
this? Why could I not guess that this little
tender flower had wrapped itself around me
forever, so that when 1 rudely and madly tore
myself away, I had plucked it up by the roots ?
And now not too late, oh no, not too late,
for Mercy's sake, not too late! Grant a respite,oh Christ!

" Do not grieve, Ned," said Joscian, "do not
grieve. It seems a great pity, but it is all for
the best. And may be I will get well again.
I ought to get well again now, Ned, for I am a
little bird, you know, and you are my springtime.Now spring is come, the bird will sing
more merrily than ever, though its notes will
be a little weak and piping, but not the less
merry. Oh no, now you are here, I am never

going to feel sad any more. Never any more."
. So it was. Of what avail was philosophynow, my friend? What Optimism would

apply in this case? Which of the Thirty-Niue
Articles will you physic the murderer with, to
bring away his bile, and teach him to chant
contentedly " Allah Akbar.it is ordained ? "

Kismet is impoteut when the plague seizes you.As well try to cure the hot cancer with simplecerate. They told me that it was inevitable.
the disease was hereditary.all her family had
gone in the same manner./must not grieve.the strange ways of Providence.prate I I

'
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knew better, if they did not; for there is a

power in love that can frighten off disease. It
love can kill, so it can protect. I knew this,and I cursed mvself for the knowledge; since
now it was too late, and mine the fault. Oh
how darkf

But I put this all away, for my bird must
sing. I lived only in the present, and the bird
warbled sweetly. Perhaps the world will end
soon. So 1 have to-day and her, what concern
have 1 with to-morrow ? World-plans had
failed, but to-day is a nest, my love; let the
breezes swing it for us ; sing thou, and I will
rejoice; sing thou, and, when tired of singing,kiss me, sweet, kiss uie. \ow we live.

Thus, while it lasted, I think I made my Josciauhappy. Her spirit clung to life fondly.u beauty is its own excuse for being ".and
then I was life, and she loved me. Her spiritof song grew daily, and as the frame of her
weakened, so her soul waxed strong and exulted.
So it went on from day to day, until at last

she had to say:
<% I too must think of death."

t .Fpeliag this need, she took thf thought,
peacefully and calmly to ner uoaom, as stic-wae
well able to do.

14 Life is good enough," Bhe would say, 44 but
since I must not have it, the high promise is
better."
And thus, kissing me, she gently removed

the rose from her bosom, put in its stead the
cross, and died.

Such, dear friend, with the associated hopes,joys, impulses, and aspirations, was my loss.
In my blind folly and madness, I swept too
rudely my hand athwart the lute, and the sweetestchord of all snapt asunder. My loss, I call
it, in full consciousness of how profoundlymine, and I grieve over it as a thing irreparable.

" For violet* plnckt, the sweetest shower*
Will ne'er make grow again."

Fiom the National Anti-Slavery Standard.
THE LATE ARNOLD BUFFUM.
This venorable man, known through his

whole career as a philanthropist, has at last,in a good old age, descended to the grave. He
died at Eagleswocd, Perth Amboy, N. J., March
13th, after a short but severe illness, in his 78th
year. His manly form has gone there, but he is
not in the tomb. He still lives, and will ever live.
Mortality has put on immortality. What was
excellent in him survives, and will be precious
as an inheritance to his children and children's
children, and as a legacy to the world.
He was born iu the year 1782, at Smithficld,Rhode Island. His lather, William Buffum,

was an Abolitionist of the old school, the
school of Benezet, Hopkins, Franklin, Jay,Brown, &c. His house, at that early day, was
k rpfucro nf fncritivo oloroa Via. . >w o*wTvo> nuu mrnc

children, and could say, what few men have
ever been able truly to say, the whole twelve
were all Anti-Slavery in sentiment and practice.They had an Anti-Sluvery birthright. One
only survives of this large Anti-Slavery family.Arnold Buifum married Rebecca Gould,
daughter of John Gould, of Middletown, R. I.
It proved a happy uuion, and contiuued over

fifty years. His worthy partner survives him,and resides with affectionate children.
About the year 1825, Mr. Buffum visited

England, where he became acquainted with
several persons distinguished for their philan'thropy. Among them was Elizabeth Fry,whom he frequently accompanied on her benevolentvisits to Newgate prison. He ofteu
described this noble woman, as she appeared
amon^ the prisoners, reading the Scriptures to
them in her inimitable way, praying with them,
speaking to them words of instruction and
hope, and manifesting a deep interest in their
behalf. He also formed a friendship with DavidHolt, called the 44 Father of Manchester."
They were kindred spirits, and their friendship,

1 cemented by sympathy and correspondence,continued until the death of Mr. Holt.
In Paris, where he resided for a time, he becameacquainted with Amelia Opie, of England,who was there on a visit. They associatedwith a little band of 44 Friends," who were

t living there for a short period. Mr. Buffum
and Mrs. Opie were appointed by this band to
attend to the wants of several poor people who

1 looked to them for help. A pleasant friendshipgrew up between those Kindred spirits.1 Once a week they met at the house of La
fayette, and talked of human rights with this

> world-renowned Hon of Liberty, and the true
hearted friends who gathered around him at
his hospitable mansion.

In England, Mr. Buffum eagerly inquiredint.n Tilnne fr»r tV»*> Kottor onn.l» I/-v*% aT
J wvvwt VUHWIHUH -Ji auvi'.'l> Jand among the objects that engaged his atten

tion was Infant Schools. On returning to his
native country, he brought with hiui the appa;ratus used in their schools, and tried the ex1periment of the first Infant School in the United
States, at Fall River, Massachusetts, where over
a hundred little children wefe taught. The experimentwas so satisfactory to the people, that
they added an Infant department to the Public
Schools. The good results, and the evils prevented, can only be known to Him who seeth
the end from the beginning,

Mr. Buffuin was one of the twelve individuals
who associated to commence the great work
that is now agitating the whole nation. On
the .10th January, 1832, they formed the New
England Anti-Slavery Society, in Roston. Mr.
Buffnm was the first President, and the first
lecturer sent forth by the New England Societv.
He lectured also in opposition to the ColonizationSociety. He was a member of the Conventionthat assembled in Philadelphia, December4th, 1833, to form the American Auti-Sla
very Society, and, as he had opportunity, he
atteuded Conventions for the formation of State
and uthor Societies on behalf of the down-trod
den and oppressed. After the formation of
the American and Foreign Anti-Slaverv Society,
he acted as a member of the Executive Committeeseveral vears. With his tongue aud pen,
he advocated the cause of the slave and the free
people oi color witn a boldness and perseveranceworthy of all praise. His intimate friends
knew his remarkable patience under provocation,and the sensibility of his great loving
heart when friends of long standing turned
coldly from him, because he despised caste,
and was the out-spoken and fearless championof the oppressed. This coldness, although it
wounded him, could not chauge his sentiments
or his couduct, or make him swerve a hair's
breadth from the line of fidelity to the cause of
Freedom.

In June, 1843, Mr. Buffum attended the
Ocueral Auti-Slavery Convention held in London,and took an active part in the proceedings.

Mr. Buffum had a manly form, a stentorian
voice, a cheerful temper, a youthful gait, an

appearance of robust health, a habit of looking
at the bright side of things, and a step, manner,
and appearance, that seemed to say, " I'm determinedto be a young man as long as ever I
can." Within a few weeks of his departure,
the winter ot this haa an interview with him in
this city, when, iu answer to inquiries, Mr.
Buffum said, H I feel perfectly well; they take
me for a man ten years younger than I am ; I
feel the same interest in affairs that I ever did,
and have a good hope of immortality through
our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ." His manner,at this time, was unusually tender and affectionate,while he spoke of frieuds and coadjutors,some of whom had passed into the spiritualworld, while others survived and were
still in the harness.

Mr. Buffum's buoyancy did not arise merely
from animal spirits, natural cheerfulness, and
constant hopefulness, for he had religious faith
that sustained him, and gave warmth and
steadiness to his spirits. He believed and confidedin the promises of God. This faith car
ried him through all the trials and persecutions
to which he was subject, and over all the dark
and stony places of his pilgrimage. He had a

full belief in the brothernood of man and in the
Fatherhood of God. He believed that the Almighty,as he bad promised, would break the
rod of the oppressor, and let the oppressed go
free. This belief animated him in his longcontinuedlabors in hehalf of his fellow-men,
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and inspired him with unabated confidence in
Qod. As he walked about his dwelling, he
would be heard chanting.

" Tba Lord u my abephard,
No want »hsll 1 know.7'

The Lord was the strength of his life evon in
times of disappointment and blighted ho]>es.Mr. Butfum had a serene temper, and was
never embittered against his opponents, nor did
he suffer himself to lose confidence in his l'ellow-men.

During the last fortnight of his pilgrimage,! \f.... .1. .v.. v: i
oai. AiHliUUI BUUCIVU UiUVil [ ttlll, U Ul U Iff UilLIU

was rigorous to the last. He felt that the messengerof death had called for him. Though
he had lived to a cood old age, be was sensible
that he was an olu man, almost four score, and
and felt resigned to obey the divine call. The
fourteenth chapter of John was read to him by
one of his grandsons, and ho eagerly responded
to the consoling words t Him who spake a«

never man spake. Except some whispered
words of human love, his last expressions were,
"Glory to God ! Glory to G**l 1 Lot uie go to
God ! In the language o," Whittier, applied to
a kindred spirit,

our fuend otU |iW
A irur *nit b.<*T« and downright i-ouesl man ' "

His children and children's children rise up
and call him blessed. They will never forget
his atTectionateness to them and their surviving
parent, his universal love to the human race,
his indefatigable searchings after truth, hia
trust in an overruling Providence, his peaceful
death, and bright ho]>e of a blessed immortality,
ilia surviving coadjutors in the cause of oppressedhumanity will recollect his untiring
zeal, his indomitable courage, his unwearied
diligence. The people of color will ever bear
in miud his manly and unflinching advocacy
of their rights. And all who know him will
never lose the impression of his straightforwardnessiu every good work to which he was

called. t.

THE PRESIDENTIAL QUESTION
The People Have Already Spoken.

Watekbcry, Coxk., April 18, 18511.
To the Editor of the Nutioiuil Era :

The question of a Presidential candidate, for
the support of the Republican partviu the next
canvass, would seem to be a very simple one.
The people of the free States hav,- sjnjken their
minds upon the issues upon which that canvass
must be based, in a language not to be misun-
aerstooa. 1 tie klavery-extending policy of the
Administration, and the party that supports it,
with the mischiefs growing out of it, and incidentto it, have aroused the masses of the Free
North to a sense of the shame impoaod upon
the nation ; and a policy which will put a check
upon the extravagunt demands of the slave
power, and close the floodgate of official corruptionand prodigality, is what the people now call
for. The masses are pretty well posted upon
the real source of the corruption which haa
marked the course of the Government for the
past few years. They know well enough that
Slavery is at the bottom of it all. They know
that that power has done its very worst to fasten
Slavery upon all the Territories of the nation>
and has only been prevented by the superior
expansive force and energy of the free labor
ing people of the North. The people are fully
prepared to accept the issues arising from this
question and its incidents, and will not tolerate
any attempt to disguise or smother them by
the dust of forgotten or exploded questions of
past party conflicts.
The recent election uete in Ounnai.tii.iii

seems to furnish ail index of the attitude of the
parties at the present time, and what it will be
in the next Presidential election. It was, it is
believed, the most warmly-contested election
ever held in the State. The Republicans went
into it upon the issue, distinctly made, of oppositionto the slavery-extension policy of the
Administration ; aud every attempt on the partof their opponeuts to divert attention from thia
issue was met by pressing it more prominentlyinto view. The result was a most decided Republicantriumph, notwithstanding everythingthat labor or money in the hands of their opponentscould do was done to prevent it.

ft is clear, then, where the mass of the ftfpe
people of tiic North ail upon «' at que-tioiRThe principles which should guide us in
the selection of a Presidential candidate arc

ooually clear. He must be a man who can be
relied upon to carry out the distinctive principlesof the Republican party, aud place toe affairsof the General Government upon a basis
of just and wise economy, such as shall subserveall the proper and legitimate ends of government,without imposing excessive or unequalburdens upon the people. To command the
confidence of the people, he must he a man of
known and tried fidelity to the principles for
which the Republicans have coutended in their
recent fctate elections. No other will answer
at all. It would be perfectly childish to gobegging for Southern votes by putting forward
a nnlk and-watcrish sort of man, whose positionnobody can be certain of. We should lose:
thousands of Northern votes, and should n't get>L. «j^..»i ur. -i i-i < » -

iiju uuuiuciii ones. »» c niiouul lull IO Secure
even the nominal triumph which our success
would imply, und sink >ui<» the coiilempt wv
should deserve. Success would very likely
prove in the end equally disastrous w u defeat.

Let us have a candidate in regard to whoso
principles and position there can be no shadow
of doubt, and in whose executive and administrativeabilities the most implicit confidence
niav he placed. We have plenty of such men
in our ranks. Indeed, their nnmher teems likelyto cause some little embarrassment in making
a selection, it may not be wise, at this earlv
day, to instituto comparisons between the respectivemerits of diiferetit possible candidate-,
and I shall name none at this tune ; yet 1 think
a candid consideration of the principles which
should guide us in the selection of a candidate
would promote the result which the great mass
of the Republican party have in view, and
which they expect to strive for in the next
Presidential canvass.

Adhere to Principle.
Beaver County, Pesn., April 23,

To the Editor of the National Era:
I have been a constant reader of the Era

from the beginning, and have often admired
your straightforward and steadfast adherence
to Republican principles, admist much oppositionfrom their enemies and conflicting opinions
among their friends. I fully approve of your
views the present duty of the Republican party
(irmly to adhere to its principles and organization,and not be drawn away from them by a

mere Anti-Administration party. One of the
most important principles which Republican*
will have to maintain against the so-called
Democratic party and their Dred Scott opinion
is, that under the Federal Constitution the
slaves are viewed as persons, not property.

Although I am nothing but a plain farmer >

my church relations, as well as the Sl&verv
questiou, have for many years iuducod me to
watch closely every important opinion presented
on the subject of Slavery, claiming to be constitutional.I think that the the I nited States
Constitution, 1st article, 2d section, 3d clause,
or, as it is generally called, the " three-fifths
clause,'' decides the important principle named
above clearly in favor of Republicanism. This
clause, in forming a basis for representationand direct taxation, presents the whole populationof the United States as such a basis, excludingIndians not taxed, and leaving unrepresentedtwo-fifths of the slaves, because of the bonds
of perpetual servitude imposed by the States
in which they live. To illustrate the matter a

little, it mav be asserted as a self-evident deductionfrom this clause of the Constitution that,,
were any of the slave States to pass an act of


